CAUGHT IN A PEONAGE CAMP

nothing of slavery, knows that the wage sys-
tem is not real slavery; it's not the genuine,
lash-driven, bloodhound-hunted, swamp-sick
African slavery. None is genuine without
Simon Legree and the Louisiana blood-
hounds. The silk-socked wage slave, toiling
eight hours for six dollars, is not the genu-
ine old New Orleans molasses slave. He may
carry a band and give a daily street parade,
but if he's not accompanied by Simon Legree
and the bloodhounds, he is not a genuine
Uncle Tom, his slavery is less than skin deep.
You can't fool me, I know what real slavery
is. I know as much about slavery as the man
that made it. He's the guy that taught me. I
worked under Simon Legree in Louisiana.

On the way to New Orleans we paused at
a siding, and a native asked me, "Who are all
them men, and which way are they goin'?"
I told him "which way" we were going, and
that we were needing jobs. He replied:

"You-all are comin' down hyah now look-
ing for food and work. In '65 you was down
hyah lookin* fo' blood!"

When we reached the great city on the
Mississippi, we scattered over the town look-
ing for jobs. I saw a pile of coal in the street
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